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their dressing-room the shore which they shared
with the brown gulls; the women had a rock
chamber carpeted with soft green grass.

Marie was first into the deep transparent water*
She was a good swimmer even if she could not do
the crawl. In the water she was young again, her
gray hairs were hidden under her cap, and no-one
could see her wrinkles. She was slender and grace-
ful and quick and deliciously proud of her skill-
"Aren't I much better than Borel?" she called to
Irene, and Irene, who was no flatterer, could
truthfully answer: "Oh much better, ML There
is no comparison/*
After die bath* Marie sunbathed and ate a crisp
little loaf. "It's a good life/* she would murmur,
or, "Isn't it lovely?" No-one, 3B0t even Mark